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. Tears must prevail, with tears too, thou mayest move 
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Look not too deep‘in my heart, 


My beloved, nay lean not too near 


Raa eee 


anc a 
Te ea | eR a A a 


From the shores of thy peace, lest thou start 
From the midst of thy sweet thoughts to hear 


nee : The sound of waters of pain, 





Blindly knocking and thronging, 
The waters of heavy longing, 


That deep in my heart has lain.— 


Sleeplessly circle the waves 

Far under, and duimbly resound 

In throats of the sea-filled caves, 

Where day-light wholly is drowned, 

Where frail fair shells are scattered 
And broken in random foam, 

With. weeds that have found no honie, 


And drift-wood of ships leng shattered. 


But I would, my belov’d, that for thee, 





Who bring’st me a sky all blue, 

My spirit were stilled as a sea 

That the fires of the noon warm through, 
When the waves have forgotten their sighs 
And from shore unto shore are at rest, 

As my whole soul bathes and is blest 


In the peace of thy beautiful eyes. 





LAURENCE BINYON. 
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A Study in Femininity. 
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WALLFLOWERS. 


ScENE.- A sitting-oul room aia dance. Pamela and Camelia are discovered 
sitting tn opposite corners. | 


PAMELA. 
CAMELIA. 
PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 
CAMELIA. 
PAMELA. 
CAMELIA. 
PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


He promised he wouldn’t be late—Brute ! 
He swore he’d be right here to the tick —Beast ! 


Charlie begged me to wait on the chance of his not coming, 
and I wouldn’t—Oh! 


That Mr. Smith was hovering around on the chance of the 
next two-step, till I told him it was no use—I wish I hadn’t. 
(Looks round and sees Pamela). The white Rat! I guess 
they’re not many partners buzzing around her. I shan’t 
speak to her. 


(Looks round and sees Camelia). The Black Beetle! I don’t 
wonder she’s sitting out. I shall pretend not to see her. 


(Their eyes meet. They advance and greet each other with 
every outward sign of mutual affection). 


My dear, I’m so glad ! I was just dying to see you. Sorry 
you haven’t a partner for this two-step though. I’m a bit 
sick of two-steps myself, but I hear you’re just mad about 
them this side of the Pond. 


Oh, I always like to keep one or two dances free. 
In case anyone should turn up, I suppose. 

No, I like to sit alone and think sometimes. 
What about? 


Oh life and art and that sort of thing. (Aszde) Why doesn’t 
he come? 


Oh, I reserve that sort of thing for the Buffalo Literary 
Society —at dances I like to dance. 
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PAMELA. 
CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 
CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. | 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 
CAMELIA. 


/ PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 








@ : 
Isee. What a pretty dress you’re wearing! 
It’s very ancient, darling! Poppa got it made for me at 
Worth’s when we were over in Paris last Fall! You look a 
perfect peach in that little white gown —where was it made? 


Not at Worth’s. : 


(aside) I should guess not. (aloud) But it was the simplicity 
of it I was admiring. After all there’s nothing like the home- 
made article. I hate to see too much skill and dollars 
wasted on a dress! No one can say that of yours, darling, 
anywa’y ! 


It’s very kind of you to say so, I’m sure. (pause). I mustn’t 
keep you if you want to dance. 


My dear, ’'d much sooner stay with you. By the way, who. 
was that man you were dancing with just now? 


Which one? 


Oh he looked like an actor or an artist or something 
Bohemian of that sort. 


/ 


Oh, Charlie Vincent, I suppose you mean. 


My dear, is he a tiend of yours .ora -iniend of “your 
brother’s? With his big tie and long hair you knowI call 
him a perfect figure of fun. 


(aside) Yd like to kill this girl. (aloud) Oh, Charlie is a 
little eccentric perhaps, but he’s very nice when you know 
him. Is your programme fairly full ? ' 


Oh no, I’ve refused most people to-night... The truth is, 
[hate cutting people when I’ve once promised, and something 
may happen to-night which would mean that most of my later 
dances would go to the same man. Of course I wouldn’t go 


around telling this to everybody, but I look upon you as one 


of my dearest friends—in England. 








PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


~CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


-CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


CAMELTIA. 


PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 


CAMELIA. 
PAMELA. 
CAMELIA. 


PAMELA. 





How sweet of you to say so, darling—and do you know, I 
don’t mind telling you that I’m not full up for the same reason. 


(aside) That’sa banger! (aloud) That’s real quaint— you 
must tell me his name now—right away. 


| Oh, I couldn’t do that. 
Til try and guess. 
You couldn’t; besides, I don’t think you know him. 


(aside). I euess not or he wouldn’t be after you. 
(aloud) Dark or Fair? | 


Not fair, but not dark either—I hate dark people. 
Oh, I see—sallow. : 
Certainly not. 

Never mind—tall or short ? 

Oh, patie tall. | 

Really—anything else interesting about him ? 


Oh, I don’t know—small moustache, eyeglass, stammers a 
little,—I don’t know if you call that interesting. 


Very interesting. (astde) She can’t be telling the truth. 


(aloud) Do you know the man I was referring to is rather 
like that? 


Is he? I’m glad we have the same taste. 
Mine’s name begins with a D. 
So does mine; and ends witha T! 


If you mean Tommy Derwent, my dear, I’m very, very 
sorry for you. 


Oh, I think it’s you who will need sympathy, darling. He'll 
be here soon—this was our dance really, but I suppose he’s 
planted with some chaperone whom he couldun’t help taking 
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i. ve 
Ea down to supper, poor boy! , | 
| CAMELIA. = (aside) Her dance! Well, that licks creation. (aloud) Would | ‘ 
| | you like to look at my programme, dear? | Ce ae ; eo 
| PAMELA. Oh, thank you, darling. (Reads programme). If you choose mt ij 
, to write Tommy’s name on your programme, that’s not iy 
| Tommy’s fault, is it? : | | ft 
" CAMELIA. I’m not in the habit of forging, dear. oe 
¢ PAMELA. Oh, perhaps it’s excusable in this case, darling; it’s horrible ; 
Bed ts ; : iy 
Ly | to have no name on one’s programme. te 
a CAMELIA. Oh, you feel that, do you? - 
| | PAMELA. Not at all;—anyhow “you may bet your bottom dollar” to : ' 
| use a very vulgar expression that you won’t get Tommy. Ae 
) | Derwent to dance this dance with you! | | 
| CAMELIA. I should reckon not, considering this dance must be abo ut : | 
fi over by now. | oy i 
ae | PAMELA. Or any other, for that matter. Ithink Ioughttotell you _ | iy 
e that Tommy Derwent has practically proposed to me already se 
B and certainly will before the evening’s over. 


CAMELIA. Weshall see about that. 





PAMELA. § Yes we shall; is there anything more you would like to 
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j | ask me? | 
Ht | CAMELIA. I don’t think so, thanks. : | 
t : | PAMELA. Well, good evening, dear. ee 
t CAMELIA. Good-night, darling. (7hey return to their original chairs ce \ 
A and sit with their backs to each other). | 
| Enter Billy singing. . | 
He BILLY. » Such fun, such fun: : ea 
1 ; ea 
1 PAMELA. ; , i 
Il : hat is it. i 
i. caMertra,s Vas | 
i Rt 
he - S 
i : 





BILLY.  Iwasinthe cotiservatory just now, and what do you think © 
, I heard ?—Tommy Derwent proposing to ny sister. 
PAMOELAL \ Gs 3) 


CAMEITIAL CO 


BILLY. Yes, and she accepted him too. 


(Camelia and Pamela rise—short pause). - 


CAMELIA. So glad; sweet girl your sister. | (aside) One for the White 
Rat, anyway ! 


PAMELA. So pleased; Mr. Derwent isalucky man. (aside) One for 
the Blackbeetle, anyhow. 


BILLY. Would either of you girls like an ice? 
PAMELA. _ (taking his arm) An ice—I’m just dying for an ice. 
CAMELIA. SoamlI. (Takes his other arm). 


PAMELA. \ 


CAMELIA, | Come along, Billy. 


CURTAIN. 








_ MORNIN G. 
- Aubade : translated Srom Victor Hugo. — 
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Morning iS paling, 

S Biaiows take flight, 

_ Visions: and Vapours 
Flee with the night ; 

_ Slumbering eyelids — 
Slowly unclose, 

Soft as the petals | ae 
Tier otic i the rose! 


ff 
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_ Waking and throbbing, 


Humming together, 


_ Smoke from the roof-top, 


--Filutterings wo feather, 
Wind in the poplar, 
| Splash at the spring, 
Morning is babbling 
in everything t 
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THE FOOL OF THE HOUR. 
“Oh winnow all my folly, folly, folly, and youl find 
A grain or two of truth among the chaff.” 

6 ‘O* Janet, you're just as cross as two sticks this aiternoon. You've 
| had the black dog on your back all day,” and Tom ran off into 
: the house. } 
| Janet sighed‘‘Oh dear, oh dear, what shall I do? It’s much too hot for 

: anything. I’m tired of playing cricket with Tom—he always bowls me 
, oe _ out. I can’t play with wax dolls on a day like this, they simply dwindle 
to spots of grease. There’s nothing to do!” 

It certainly was terribly hot, the lawn was scorching and the house 
was like an oven. Janet was cross, there was no denying it; but she 
didn’t think she was cross. She thought she was depressed and was to be 
pitied, for no reason at all except that she was tired of playing in the heat. 

‘Nobody cares,” she muttered, and sauntered disconsolately down the | 
grass path, with borders of flaniing flowers and tall hollyhocks, out through 
the little wicket gate and across the orchard. ‘Then, finding herself in a 
field of yellow corn and red poppies, with all the perversity of eight 
summers—for it was far hotter here than in the garden—she flung herself 
on the round among the corn and poppies. | 3 

She looked about her. ‘‘Red and yellow,” she repeated thoughtfully, 
“red and yellow, red and yellow’—‘‘Red and yellow,” echoed a small voice 


behind her. 
‘Janet looked round, and there close behind her stood the oddest little 





SOE saa Mee re rear Bee Pe 
ae ee Se 3 g 


hee eS 


figure she had ever seen. He was rather taller than a medium-sized 
poppy, and not quite so tall as the tallest ear of corn. He was dressed 
like a jester in a motley of red and yellow, just like the poppies and the 
corn, and the bauble that he carried in his hand was nothing but a 


dandelion run to seed—clocks Janet used to call them. And there he 
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looked very solemn and asked ‘‘Who are you, please?” 


stood, laughing and laughing and holding his sides. 


Janet looked at him and wondered why she was not more surprised at 


seeing him. | 


‘You're surprised” said the little man, when he had stopped laughing. 


“No I’m not,” said Janet. 
“Ha, ha!’ laughed the motley little fellow, ‘“‘that’s just the reason why 


I say you are—you’re surprised to find that you are not surprised.” This 


seemed to tickle him immensely, for he went off into fits of laughter, till _ 


Janet felt she wanted to laugh too; but she remembered that she was 


‘depressed’ ; besides she thought there was nothing to laugh at, so she 
f ‘i 


“I’m the Fool of the Hour,” he answered gaily, and he tossed his bauble 


‘into the air and caught it again. “That’s why I carry this; you call them 
‘clocks, don’t you? Well, I carry it because it is I who make the time go 


fast or slowly, by blowing it like this, see,” and he begau to blow the fluffy 


ball, ‘one o’clock, two o’clock.’”’ Then he stopped and tickled Janet under 
the chin withit. Janet very nearly laughed this time, but she looked very 
dignified and said :— 

“T think that is taking a liberty, considering we have only just met.” 

“Only just met ! How old are you ?” 

‘‘HKight,” said Janet, feeling very important. 

“Then I have known you just eight years.” 

‘Hight years!” answered Janet contemptuous! " why you’re not eight 
years old yet—you are so small.” : 

Off he went into another peal of laughter, “I am just one thousand 


‘nine hundred and two,” he cried. “I was born with the world, and it’s 


lucky for the world that I was, for I help to make it go round. I am the 
World’s Jester. How would the World wag if its jester wasnt there to 


wag it.” And he began to sing and dance, and caper about in and out of 


od 











SSS sss 
m= ae 
Ss 














the corn and the poppies, till Janet thought he must have gone mad. 


{ ‘ er 





Presently he stopped. ‘‘No” he said, “I am not gone mad, but Iam the 


Fool of the Hour, and if there wasn’t a little madness in the world, what 


a dull old place it would be!” 
“I’m sure I don’t want to be mad,’’said Janet, still stairrding on her 
eight-year-old dignity. 


“That's just it,” said the little fellow, “you want to be much too serious 


this afternoon ; that’s why you're silly and cross and depressed.” 


“It’s nice and proper to be serious.” said Janet. 

“So it is sometimes,” he said, “but fancy if every-one was always serious, | 
always thinking of the past or the future, fancy if no one ever thought a 
only of the present, like the Fool of the Hour, and went quite mad and 
romped and laughed, when there was no reason for romping and nothing 
to laugh att” | , 

“But do you make people mad? ” asked Janet in some alarm. 


‘“Yes—it’s part of my duty as the World’s Jester. Have’nt you ever seen 


your stiff old uncle Benjamin go down on his hands and knees on Christ- 


mas night and pretend he was a bear? Haven’t you ever felt in the summer 


time that you wanted to run about and dance and laugh at everything for 


no reason at all?” 


‘Ves, oh yes,’ said Janet, brightening up. 
“Well, that’s me.” 3 
“You ought to say ‘that is I.’ ” said Janet reproachfully. 


“Wrong again,” cried the little fellow in peals of laughter. “Imagine 


everybody always speaking correct grammar, or never spelling words 


wrong, or always keeping their hair tidy and never dropping hair-pins, or 
always using a pen-wiper-after writing— why it would be unbearable. 
And I have to see to all that— oh, ee a lotto do.” 

Again he doubled up with laughter, and this time Janet laughed too, | 
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when she was cross. 
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though she didn’t know why. 
“T think you're rather nice,” she said ; ‘and I like your clothes, red and 
yellow, like the poppies and the corn.” os 
fAn,” he answered, ‘‘yes, you see, I have a suit to match every kind of 
surrounding, so that no one can say that the Fooi of the Hour is out of 
place. But my coat is always motley—motley—motley; and that’s why 


some folk, who think themselves very clever, will never let me come 





near them. Now you wouldn’t let me come near you this afternoon. You oe ae 
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have been with my worst enemy.” 
“Who ?” asked Janet. 


“Hush,” he said, lowering his voice to a whisper, “the Black Dog.” . 3. 
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“Where?” said Janet in alarm, remembering what she was always told 


“On your back,” said the little jester. “But if you like I will fight him. ae a 
I can always beat him away if people will only let me.” ~ | oe 
He crept softly round behind her. Janet heard a growl anda scuffle, 
but still ie little fellow went én laughing merrily. Suddenly something 
seemed to drop from her back, and Janet, she didn’t know why, began to 
laugh peal upon peal. | : 
“There,” said the little jester, “never desert an old friend like the Fool! : 
of the Hour, and never despise him because his wear is motley. 1k | 4 | 
everybody’s door was always open to me, nine-tenths of the tears would : 


be tears of laughter—and it’s laughter makes the world go round.” — 


Then he and Janet laughed and laughed and laughed till the tears ran : 
down their cheeks. Presently he stopped, and taking his bauble, went on - : 
where he left off—‘‘three o’clock, four o’clock, five o’ clock,” — ie { 


“Oh!” cried Janet, ‘““Tea-time, how quickly the time has gone !—tea- 
time, tea-time’— 


‘‘Tea-time,”’ said a’voice behind her, 
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Rea is Seip? she muttered, “red and yellow. ioe remember | 
‘The = Black Dog has gone. Come on, Tom,” and Janet found her, 


’ 


fa, 





aa 


Sa ee ee 


mac 


a 


SEE 





tT 
Lean low, dear face, out of the gleaming west, 
Gather these clinging arms where they would rest. 
Press on this yearning brow lips that will give 


What I have ceased to desire—courage to live. 


Il. 
From the Greeh. 
Alone, serene and silent, gazing at star-strewn skies, 
Thou dost not know, Belovéd, there’s but one star gives light. 
Were I the happy heaven, with her thousand Starry eyes, 


I would, in a star-born silence, gaze into thine to-night. 


‘TI. 
Very tender art thou, Voice that callest, me, 
Thou the Silence, welcome more than call of clarion. 
_ Tired frame! draw thy last breath 
Wafting thee beyond thy death 
Where God Is. 


Let the moaning sea make lament for me 
~ When my soul shall traverse through the land of solitude, 
Lonely soul ! spread wing in flight | 
Out into that stilly night 
Where God Is, 


LESLIE GRIBBLE. 
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TWO PORTRAITS. 


i. 
THE DOORKEEPER. 


OMETIMES the presence of the soul in men is brought before us 


more vividly than usual ; though, indeed, in our stress of living, we 


* 


(unwittingly enough) it must be feared, pass over many wonderful indic- 


ations of the near and pervading presence of those things which we are 


accustomed to think of as, although in being, yet existing above and 


hae beyond a mist or veil, like the cloud of incense rising from men’s censers, 


ee as they worship and pray, “lifting up holy hands’; and above this cloud 


as it mounts, sits the Incomprehensible, so dimly adored. 


This coming of the soul to the surface, its filtering, as it were, through 


the body, was shown very noticeably in the face of the young man who 


stood to open from within the great door of the Hospital of Saint John. 


It was into an atmosphere of quiet and almost scriptural serenity 


Ba that this door opened, and one could well believe that the restlessness | 


and fret of modern life very little touched the scrupulous and tender 


; living of those who were sheltered here. 


An abode of quietude, sweet uneventful soul-life, for the sick and 


aged a patient vestibule of Heaven, where the meantime till those great 


charity, a ministry of Sisters whose white winged coifs would make them 


appear like a flight of Doves, as they flitted along the corridors. - Dove- 


eternal doors were thrown apart was spent in an existence of serene 


eyed too, and tender-voiced ; and about them, the grateful upturned faces 


and outstretched hands of aged and sick. Moreover, as a treasure house 


a _ in a king’s palace, the old building where Love was enthroned contained 


in chambers set apart many exquisite and rare pictures of Madonna and 


rT iS Child and Saints. 


Who loves not Memling’s gemmed delicacy, his tear- 


stained face of the Mother of God? 
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To bid enter into such an abode of peace did the young porter stand 
at the door. And would seem like the Apostle of Love to say to those 
who knocked at this gate, “Enter and behold Charity revealed.” The 
consciousness of this young man, his way ‘of looking at Life and | 
guaging its depths, (for men myst needs seek to gain a hold on this 
a | Mystery) was, as his face revealed, very different to the usual posture 

: and action of men’s minds. No lines of pain, but plaintive and as _ [a8 
though questioning sadness was laid upon his brow and mouth, which oe 
yet were not made sorrowful. 

Not much care for what he saw was in his eyes, but a kind of nobaiat 
gentleness made them very full and deep. 

The wave of his young hair was smooth and good, not like the 
riotous disparted locks of those Hellene youths who once glowed and 
leapt with strength and beauty developed to a glorious height, but, it 
‘may be, to the neglect of the Soul’s culture. 

All this sweet and mournful austerity wrapped him about and kept 
him silent and apart. Was it given him to see very plainly through the 
mist? One with such a keen inward vision would undoubtedly hold 
very loosely in his thought’s grasp those outward surroundings among , o 
which he had been placed, and would seem to be walking dreamily his oe 


pathway of Time. 
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CLEVA. 


“Porta patens esto nulli claudaris honesta.” 
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N aged stone bridge leads across a little stream to the beautiful 


eS 
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gateway of the ruined Abbey; with the sweet Virgin and Child in 


pe 
x 


a niche to give a benediction to those who enter; and for those who pass 


out, Christ upon His Cross for remembrance, and as who should say 





that here within the austere walls, one might learn the Mystery of 
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Sacrifice. 
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The Abbey lies there in the midst of sweet fields and meadows still 


rich from the toil of the old Cistercians. 
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You fancy the Brotherhood filing out, the Office of Prime said,— 


ra 






their holy books laid aside in the niches outside the Chapel,—with quaint 


es spade and hoe, to work upon the uplands, silently, with back bowed to 


earth and heart raised to Heaven. 
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But now they have all been laid to rest in their old burying ground, 


oe 
ee 


so long ago the graves are traceless; and Cleva passes over the grass 





EE 


above them, with devout soul, her footstep caressing their dreamless heads. — | 


——— 
eee 
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She lives where they lived, sweet presence in those dim places, like 


i ' a handful of woodland flowers in a crypt; her love to her home growing 
| a with her graceful stature: for this maiden was born here, and, like the 


- scented wall-flower, has niched herself into the old crannies, and sent 
her vigorous roots between the dead hewn stones, and lifted up her 
flowers within the narrow doorways and windows, making dearer and 
more lovely the reverend place, as a child’s hand might bless an old missal. 

So dwells Cleva, a vestal virgin, here, dreaming, pondering on old days 
and the lives lived by the silent brethren, till she herself is not wholly for 
tis, so far away and deep are her thoughts, so pensive her look, but clear 
and bright like the first evening star in the soft twilight, 
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TO THE EDITOR. 
A LETTER OF EXCUSE. 


. | 24th March. 
Dear Ruth, | 


It’s ridiculous quite 
To call upon me for a rhyme; 
For I haven’t a notion to write, 
If I had (which I haven't) the time. 
Why / might as well order you 
On a Remount Committee to serve, 
Or ask Mr. Binyon to give an opinion 


On forming a cordite reserve! 


What do / know of Oxford and boats, 
Who sit in an office all day 
Reflecting on factory votes 
And items in officers’ pay? 
What can / say of picnics and balls, 
Who wait in the Commons all night, 
While Liberal members are fanning the embers 


Of Yeomanry scandals to light? — 


©f oarsmanship, training, and pace, 
Ask the Pitmans and Crums of to-day ; 
Of dresses and chiffons and lace, 
* Why surely your sister can say: 
If it’s lunches on launches by day, 
Or suppers on punts after dark 
Your fancy would dwell on, consult—oh ces¢ selon,— 


But don’t ask an over-worked clerk. 
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And so you. can ‘see, my dear Ruth, 


a cannot | write verses a for you, | 


“For gone a are ‘the. days of my youth 
When I rhymed for the Isis’ oi and “Blue,” : 


# ” 


And if'you want ‘copy eae, - 





















ae LIFE AND DEATH FOR ENGLAND. 
“I have given a son for England,” 

= ee. | In her cottage a peasant said, f 

: “The sweetest, best, of my children 


In England’s war lies dead.” 





| “ Bi) ) “T have given a son for England,” 
: oes : In her palace a princess said, — 

ie - | , “Hor her my fearless first-born 

: a By the treacherous fever is sped.” 
] : 

] a z- “My only son for Engtand,” 

de : Her veteran Captain said, 

, : “T gave ;,I have fought, I have conquered, 
yy But the hope of my house is fled.” 
| 3 ° : e. For a loved life given for England 
. The Queen’s own tears are shed, 
| | “A dear, a gallant grandson, 

I have lost,’’ the good Queen said. 
: ‘ Welcome, you willing champions, 
Your cities welcome you home; 

| : Welcome, but ah for your brothers, 

s ~. Who come not, nor shall come! 

1 or | Welcome to those returning, 

| | ; But we knew not all it meant, 

iP When forth on that winter morning, 
j ‘ So brave, so blithe, you went. 
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But we saw not surely among them | 


Our, own, our dearest | of all. 
‘ 
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‘They sleep in that distant countr 


» The: gray seas surge between, _ 


They lie where they died. for England» 


For England and her. Queen. 


Homes that have given 4 for | England, 


Your sons, what ‘more could ye give, 
The highest or the lowest ? : 
‘ They died that we “might live. 
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Deaths that were died for nels 
You do but weight our shame 


_ Unless the lives ye guarded, 


ot 


Grow worthier of her name. 


Be truth and justice surer, 


« 


Hearts keener to stccour ee 


‘Love. and ambition ‘purer, 


, More reverent speech and Saeed | 


0 ‘England ours, God helping, 
Be this | our chiefest tong, 
To lift the life of England, _ 


“With such a ransom bought! 


ie 





One grief of thine, 


‘if truth | be confest, 
up ae to me ; 


to » find thy 1 rest, 


% 
_ How long g it was 


oe oe never shall eee. 
watched the earth | 


sO stately and slow, 
And the ancient things 
that waste and grow. 
But now for Mes... 
what speed ae 
Our heavenly li ife, 


our brilliant hours! 
How fast they fly, 


the stars and flowers ! i 
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Some Magazines are 


MERELY MASCU LINE. 


Ctneke are ook. 


FRIVOLOUSLY FEMININE. 





D SOR 


Stands alone as 
The Illustrated Magazine 


for Men and Women. 





ITS STORIES— Serial and Short alike—are by the leading Novelists of the day ; Its 
‘Articles, ranging over every branch of our complex modern life, are by recognized 
Specialists; Its Lilustrations represent the high-water mark of current Black-and- 
White Art. 

Those features combine to make The Windsor’s contents, month by month, a popular 
feature in circles that are weary of the trivialities of the common-place periodicals. 

In addition to its strong interests for MEN and WOMEN, the Windsor makes a 
feature of publishing the Best Studies of Child-Life that the modern cult of yout 
has yet produced in fictional literature. 3 


THE WINDSOR’S tecent und present Contributors include :- 





RUDYARD KIPLING. Hau. CAINE ANTHONY HOPE 
S. R. CROCKETY We We Jacors |: Guy BooTHBy 
CUTCLIFFE HYNE | A. CONAN DOYLE IAN MACLAREN . 
Max PEMBERTON H. SETON MERRIMAN | FE. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM 
BRET HARTE | RipER HAGGARD GILBERT PARKER | 
ROBERT BARR JEROME K. JEROME MAX ADELER 

| Sir EDWIN ARNOLD. 


Mrs. F. A. STEEL ki. NESBIT 


| Mag azine ; Monthly. 






Ward, Cock & Co., Ltd., Salisbury Square, London, €.C. 
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